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For Mother's Day

O God, we thank Thee for the gifts

That come from Thee alone,

And chiefly for that mother's love

Which is so like Thine own;

The love that shields our infancy.

The love that guides our youth,

That shows the wonders of Thy law,

The glories of Thy truth.

We pray that Thou wilt greatly bless

Our mothers on this day

With treasures from Thy heavenly store

That cannot pass away.

We pray that sons and daughters all

May ever loyal be,

And may our mother's prayers fulfill

By truly serving Thee.

Emily S. Coit





The Mothers of the Earth

The woman who has borne a child,

We pause to honor her today;

The woman who has led a child

With patience down life's broad highway;

The woman who has God's own heart,

His tenderness and gentle grace,

Who comes to Him for needed strength,

Who meets Him daily face to face.

The woman, who a thousand times

Would bear her agony of pain

To save her child from needless hurt;

To keep him clean and free from stain;

To know that he would walk at last

A man across the world's bright sod,

An honor to his land, his flag;

A glory to his home, his God.

The woman who has borne a child

—

No one may choose a better part.

The woman who is kind and wise.

Who moves with quiet mind and heart.

Whose love surrounds a little child

To meet his daily, constant need.

Who spends her life that he may live

—

We honor her today indeed.

Grace Noll Crowell



Woman's Rights

'^The right to love, the right to serve.

The right to walk in mercy's ways;

The right to train God's Httle ones,

The right to brighten all their days.

The right to watch when others sleep.

The right to sing when they are sad;

The right to caixy others' loads,

And to forgive when they are bad.

The right to cherish truth and faith.

The right to fold her hands in pray'r.

The right to be the home's loved queen.

An unseen crown upon her hair.

The right to be what she loves best:

A woman loving, faithful, true,

A woman God and man admire.

A woman, Mary, such as you.

Frederick M. Lynk, S.V.D.



Some Time

Last night, my darling, as you slept,

I thought I heard you sigh,

And to your little crib I crept.

And watched a space thereby;

Then, bending down, I kissed your brow
For oh! I love you so—
You are too young to know it now.
But some time you shall know.

Some time, when in a darkened place

Where others come to weep.
Your eyes shall see a weary face

Calm in eternal sleep;

The speechless lips, the wrinkled brow.
The patient smile may show

—

You are too young to know it now.
But some day you shall know.

Look backwards, then, into the years.

And see me here tonight

—

See, O my darling! how my tears

Are falling as I write:

And feel once more upon your brow
The kiss of long ago

—

You are too young to know it now.
But some day you shall know.

Eugene Fietd



A Christian Mother

St. Monica was more than a Saint; she was

the mother of a Saint. Could we be proud of

the great St. Augustine if we did not first have

his heroic mother? Not only did she save him
from a death in sin, but far more important, she

mothered him to sanctity. How perfectly did

she fulfill her role as a mother!

St. Monica, herself a Christian, was given in

marriage to a pagan. His name was Patricius.

He was a very difficult husband, for St. Augus-
tine tells us that he had a hot temper. But St.

Monica bore his moods quietly, and with her
patience and mildness she soon won his respect,

admiration and love. Patricius died a Christian.

The beautiful figure of the mother of St. Au-
gustine will continue to live in the Church as

one of the finest examples of a Christian mother.
Night and day, for twenty years she prayed to

God and cried for her son. She shed more tears

for him than many mothers shed over a coffin.

God could not allow the child of so many prayers
and tears to perish.

Her one desire was to see her son a Christian
and God generously granted her wish. Her dy-
ing request was that her son remember her at

the Altar of God; the Altar which she herself

had so faithfully served.

What an honor to be the mother of a Saint!
An honor of which only Saints are worthy!

Paul Koszarek



God Bless You

I seek in prayerful words, dear Mother,

My heart's true wish to send you.

That you may know that, far or near.

My kindly thoughts attend you.

I cannot find a truer word.

Nor fonder to caress you.

Nor song nor poem I have heard

Is sweeter than "God Bless You.''

God bless you ! So I've wished you all

Of brightness life possesses

;

For can there any joy at all

Be yours, unless God blesses?

God bless you ! So I breathe a charm.

Lest grief's dark night oppress you.

For how can sorrow bring you harm
If 'tis God's way to bless you ?

And so, dear Mother, through all your days

No harm can touch you ever.

If this alone, God's blessing, stays.

Then you are safe forever.

From a Leaflet



A Mother's Thought

There's such glory in their faith

I couldn't do a wrong;
They depend so much on me,

I have to stand up strong.

Though at times my tasks are great,

So many things to do.

Still I know this work of mine
Is well worth carrying through.

'Tis for them I carry on.

Their lives I have to mold

;

Far too soon they will be gone.

The years too swiftly flown.

I must make the most of time.

There's so much to be done
Before the last one leaves me

—

And they go one by one.

May God help me to direct

These dear ones in my care;

Help them always to suspect

That He is everywhere.

When they're in homes of their own,
The recompei^se I'll ask

Is that each one consult Him
In each and every task.

Jessie Pearl Ration
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It Could Happen

This inorning. when slowly I crept out of be(L

The funniest thought popped into my head,

x\nd I woiulered whatever the day would be like

If mother, my motlver, should go on a strike.

Then who would sew on all the buttons I lose.

And who would untangle the strings in uiy

shoes?

Oh, I think that 1 know what our home would

he like

If mother, jny mother, should go on a sttlke

And if that -hoiild luyipeii, 1 just wonder w;|ip

Would help mc to hui:ry, atid what ihditld J do
l or my breakfa>t eatrh morning,-'*an<l u lu r

should 1 dine.

Should she go on a strike, this dear mother

of mine?

Florence Jones HadUy



Mother's Way
Tender, gentle, brave and true,

Loving us whatever we do I

Waiting, watching at the gate

For the footsteps that are late,

. Sleepless through the hours of night

Till she knows that we're all right,

Pleased with ever\' word we say

—

That is ever mother's way.

Others sneer and turn aside:

Mother welcomes us with pride.

Over-boastful of us. too,

Glorying in all we do,

First to praise and last to blame.
Love that always stays the same.

Following us where'er we stray

—

That is ever mother's way.

She would grant us all we seek,

Give her strength where we are weak.
Beauty? She would let it go

For the joy we yearn to know.
Life? She'd give it gladly, too.

For the dream that we pursue:
She would toil that we might play

—

That is ever mother's way.

Not enough for her are flowers.

Her life is so blent with ours

That in all we dare and do
She is partner, through and through;

Suffering when we suffer pain.

Happy when we smile again.

Living with us night and day

—

That is ever mother's way.
Edgar A. Gue§t



To My Mother

God be good to you

In all your days;

God be kind to you

In all your ways.

God give strength to you

When crosses lean

;

God give light to you

The clouds between

God give peace to you

In times of strife;

God bless everything

That fills your life.

God send joy to you

When grief is o'er;

God make way for you

At Heaven's door.

From a Leaflet
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1 never a^ecial day

To G^iv^ fl<i\vers to niv mother,

1 give %hem to her very day

^To ^how how nuteh I love her.

When 1 sweep the kitehen floor^

Or eare for bahy brother.

Run on errands or make the beds,

Fiis gi\i{i<r flowt^rs to moth

It's lots of fun prelendisu!;

And to ht^ar my mother say.

"Thank you, dear, for all thf* flowers

You've given me today,'*

Clara Radcr



MOTHER
The love of a mother is never exhausted; it

never changes, it never tires.

Washington Irving

For when you looked into my mother's eyes you
knew, as if He had told you, why God sent

her into the world—it was to open the minds
of all who looked, to beautiful thoughts.

James M. Barrie

She took as much care as if she had been the

mother of us all, and served us as if she had
been the daughter of us all.

St. Augustine

There is a religion in all deep love, but the

love of a mother is the veil of a softer light

between the heart and the heavenly Father.

Samuel Taylor Coleridge

The mothers of brave men
must themselves be brave.

Mary Ball Washington



Virtue passes from the heart of a mother to the

heart of her children, who do willingly what
they see her do.

Cure of Ars

No man is poor who has had a godly mother.

Abraham Lincoln

The bearing and the training of a child is

woman's wisdom.

Alfred Lord Tennyson

Who is it that loves me and will love me forever

with an affection which no chance, no misery,

no crime of mine can do away? — It is you,
my mother.

Thomas Carlyle

Thou art all fair, O my love,

and there is no spot in thee.

Cant. /V, 7.



Now that is what I call a neat picture of

Sister. I've often wondered why she could

put up with a gang like us, so I asked her

one day.

''Well, Bob, your Mother as well as

many others needed help, plenty of it, and

I thought that being a Sister was the very

best way of helping the greatest number

of mothers. I thought it would be some-

thing like being the Mother of the Apos-

tles after Christ went back to Heaven, and

it has been much lovelier than I thought

it could be,"

Yup. That's our Sister.

Bob Butler





, MOTHER
Mother dear, I want to tell you,

If the words I can but choose,

How your tender love IVe cherished.

As youVe kissed and healed each bruise

Of the body and the spirit!

Sharing with me joy and pain;

Loving, guiding, cheering always.

Through life's sunshine and its rain!

When I behold your love for me
Throughout the happy, bygone years.

My heart overflows with thankfulness.

My eyes are filled with grateful tears!

And in the days that are to come,

I pray that I may ever be

More worthy of your tenderness,

More like what you would see in me!

Harriet Garrett
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Mary s Little Son

The Christ-child lay on Mary'^s lap,

His hair was like a light.

O weary, weary were the world.

But here is all aright.

The Christ-child lay on Mary's breast.

His hair was like a star.

O stern and cunning are the kings,

But here the true hearts are.

The Christ-child lay on Mary's heart.

His hair was like a fire.

O weary, weary is the world,

But here the world's desire.

The Christ-child stood at Mary's knee.

His hair was like a crown.

And all the flowers looked up at Him,
And all the stars looked down.

Gilbert Keith Chesterton



God With Us

She rose in the morning at break of day

To see St. Joseph upon his way;

She cooked the dinner and baked the bread.

Washed the dishes and drew the thread

;

There were lamps to tend and wicks to trim

—

But the tasks were light because of Him.

For she knew Whose eyes they were that looked

On her as she stood at the stove and cooked,

And Whose were the little feet that tagged

At her heels, so that never a moment dragged.

As in and out of the house she went.

It was His sacred Presence lent

Wings to the hours and wings to the days.

And though those feet will no more know
The paths they hallowed long ago.

The Presence still is just as near

That made her Nazareth so dear.

Paul Stauder, S. J.



Memorial to Divine Mercy

Hail, Blessed Virgin; Holy Mary, hail;

To love and honor thee, how can I fail

If I adore thy Son, and would prevail

With Him in prayer?

What intercession can there be like thine.

So worthy to approach the throne divine

Of grace, all wants and miseries of mine
To plead for there?

The Angel's salutation in our ears

Sounds like the sweetest melody: it bears

A message from the Lord on high, that cheers

The heart of man.

Oh, thou art 'Full of grace;' no child of earth

So spotless ever mother did bring forth.

So pure, and so immaculate e'er birth.

That wondrous plan,

Mercy divine revealed, and willed that grace

And nature's union should in thee take place.

Most perfect, sinless of the human race,

Humble and meek.

'Our life, our sweetness and our hope,' to thee

We fly for refuge in our misery;
Thy Son our Saviour is with thee, and we

That Saviour seek.

In our last moments. Blessed Mary, plead;

'For us, poor sinners,' deign to intercede:

Jesus and Mary, be these words decreed
The last I speak.

Richard Robert Madden, M. 0.



Hail Star of the Sea

Hail, thou brightest Star of Ocean;

Hail, thou Mother of our God;
Hail, thou Ever-sinless Virgin,

Gateway of the blest abode.

Ave; 'tis an angel's greeting

—

Thou didst hear his music sound,

Changing thus the name of Eva

—

Shed the gifts of peace around.

Burst the sinner's bonds in sunder;

Pour the day on darkling eyes;

Chase our ills; invoke upon us

All the blessings of the skies.

Show thyself a watchful Mother;
And may He our pleadings hear.

Who for us a helpless Infant

Owned thee for His Mother dear.

Maid, above all maids excelling.

Maid, above all maidens mild,

Freed from sin, oh, make our bosoms
Sweetly meek and undefiled.

Keep our lives all pure and stainless,

Guide us on our heavenly way.
Till we see the face of Jesus,

And exult in endless day.

Glory to the Eternal Father;

Glory to the Eternal Son;
Glory to the Eternal Spirit;

Blest for ever, Three in One.

Hymn from the Little Office of Our Lady



Mother of Perpetual Help

Let ine call when the shadows close round and
round

And the world with their darkness fill,

When no light leads me on and my faith seems
gone-

Let me call on thee, Mother, still.

Let me call when the way seems so long and
drear

That I yearn for my home and rest.

When my sore lagging feet fain would cease

their beat

—

Let me call on thee, Mother blest.

Let me call when the lure of sin beckons sweet
And its charm bids me bide apart;

When Fm thinking there's light when it's darker
than night

—

Let me call on thy Mother's heart.

Let me call when I stumble along life's road

—

When I fall—when I lie in pain;
When my heart has despaired and my sins lie

bared

—

Let me call on thee once again.

Let me call when the sunshine is beaming bright

And it's peaceful along life's way;
When the dark days are o'er and it's tranquil

once more

—

Let me call on thee all the day.

Let me call when my journey is nearing its end

—

When my steps must so careful be;
Thou hast traveled the road—Thou hast reached

God's abode

—

When I call—take me home with Thee!

D. f. Miller, C. Sf.





History of the Miraculous Image
of our

Mother of Perpetual Help

This picture, of Grecian origin, was painted in

the 13th century and was first honored as Miracu-

lous on the island of Crete. There it remained for

two hundred years, whence it was removed to Rome
by a pious merchant who took flight from the

Turkish invasion. Our Mother of Perpetual Help,

in several visions, expressed the wish that the Picture

be exposed to the veneration of the faithful in some

church of the city. In 1499 the Picture was carried

to the church of St. Matthew in solemn procession

and remained there in honor for about 300 years, the

Blessed Virgin sanctifying the spot by the most

remarkable miracles. For more than 60 years after

the church was demolished the Picture remained in

obscurity. In 1866, upon the command of Pope

Pius IX, the picture was carried in solemn pro-

cession to the church of St. Alphonsus, where it is

today venerated. This Picture and its copies have

always been accompanied by extraordinary signs and

wonders.

Let us thank God for having given us Mary,

Our Mother of Perpetual Help. Let us avail our-

selves of Her powerful intercession and make our-

selves more worthy of Her protection.



Indulgenced Novena Prayers

to our

Mother of Perpetual Help

pehold at Thy feet, Mother of Perpetual Help!

* a wretched sinner who has recourse to Thee,

and confides in Thee. * Mother of Mercy! have

pity on me. * I hear Thee called by all, * the

Refuge and the Hope of sinners; * be then, my
refuge and my hope. * Assist me, for the love of

Jesus Christ ;* stretch forth Thy hand to a

miserable fallen creature, * who recommends

himself to Thee, * and who devotes himself to

Thy service forever. * I bless and thank Al-

mighty God, * Who in His mercy has given me

this confidence in Thee, * which I hold to be a

pledge of my eternal salvation. * It is true,

dearest Mother, * that in the past I have miser-

ably fallen into sin, * because I had not recourse

to Thee. * I know, that with Thy help, I shall

conquer. * I know, too, that Thou wilt assist me,

* if I recommend myself to Thee; but I fear,

dear Mother, * that in time of danger, * I may
neglect to call on Thee, and thus lose my soul.



* This grace, then, I ask of Thee, * and this

I beg, with all the fervor of my soul, * that, in

all the attacks of hell, * I may ever have

recourse to Thee. * Mary! help me; *

Mother of Perpetual Help, * never suffer me

to lose my God. *

— Three or Five Hail Mary's —

^ Mother of Perpetual Help! * grant that I may
ever invoke Thy most powerful name, *

which is the safeguard of the living and the

salvation of the dying. * Purest Mary!

Sweetest Mary! * let Thy name be henceforth

ever on my lips. * Delay not, Blessed Lady!
* to help me whenever I call on Thee; * for,

in all my temptations, in all my needs, * I shall

never cease to call on Thee, * ever repeating

Thy Sacred Name, Mary! Mary! * Oh, what con-

solation, * what sweetness, * what confidence,

* what emotion fills my soul * when I utter Thy
Sacred Name, * or even only think of Thee! * I

thank the Lord for having given Thee, for my
good, * so sweet, so powerful, so lovely a name!
* But I will not be content with merely uttering

Thy name, * let my love for Thee prompt me
ever to hail Thee, * Mother of Perpetual Help. *

— Three or Five Hail Mary's —



^ Molher of Perpeiual Help, * Thou art the

dispenser of all the gifts * which God grants

to us miserable sinners; * and for this end He

has made Thee so powerful, so rich and so

bountiful, * in order that Thou mayest help us

in our misery. * Thou art the advocate of the

most wretched and abandoned sinners * who
have recourse to Thee; * come to my aid dearest

Mother, * for I recommend myself to Thee. * In

Thy hands I place my eternal salvation, * and

to Thee I entrust my soul. * Count me among
Thy most devoted servants; * take me under

Thy protection, and it is enough for me. * For, if

Thou protect me, dear Mother, * I fear nothing;

* not from my sins, * because Thou wilt obtain

for me the pardon of them; * nor from the devils,

* because Thou art more powerful than all hell

together; * nor even from Jesus, my Judge, *

because by one prayer from Thee, * He will be

appeased. * But one thing I fear, * that in the

hour of temptation, * I may fail to have recourse

to Thee * and thus perish miserably. * Obtain

for me, therefore, the pardon of my sins, * love

for Jesus, * final perseverance, * and the

grace to have recourse to Thee, * Mother

of Perpetual Help.

— Three or Five Hail Mary's —



V. Thou hast been made for us Lady, a

refuge.

R. A Helper in need and tribulation.

LET US PRAY
Lord Jesus Christ, Who didst give to us Thy
Mother Mary, whose renowned Image we

venerate, to be a Mother ever ready to help us,

grant, we beseech Thee, that we who constantly

implore her aid may merit to enjoy perpetually

the fruits of Thy redemption. Who livest and

reignest forever and ever. Amen.

PRAYER OF ST. ALPHONSUS
In honor of the Blessed Virgin

l^ost Holy Immaculate Virgin and my Mother

Mary, * to Thee, Who art the Mother of my
Lord, * the Queen of the world, * the Advocate,

the Hope, and the Refuge of sinners, * I have

recourse today, * I who am the most miserable

of all. * I render Thee my most humble homage,

Great Queen; * and I thank Thee for all the

graces * Thou hast conferred on me until now;
* particularly for having delivered me from hell

* which I have so often deserved. * I love Thee,

most Amiable Lady; * and for the love which

1 bear Thee, * I promise to serve Thee always *

and to do all in my power * to make others love



Thee also. * I place in Thee all my hopes, * I

confide my salvation lo Thy care. * Accepi me

for Thy servant, * and receive me under Thy

mantle, * Mother of Mercy. * And since Thou

art so powerful with God, * deliver me from all

temptations, * or rather obtain for me the

strength * to triumph over them until death.

* Of Thee I ask a perfect love for Jesus Christ.

* Through Thee I hope to die a good death. *

my Mother, * by the love which Thou bearest

to God, * I beseech Thee, to help me at all times,

* but especially at the last moment of my life.

* Leave me not, I beseech Thee, * until Thou

seest me safe in heaven, * blessing Thee and

singing Thy mercy for all eternity. * Amen,

so I hope; so may it be. *



ACT OF CONSECRATION
pesiring lo consecrate myself entirely * lo

the service of the ever Blessed Virgin Mary,
* from whom after God, * I expect all help and

assistance in life and in death, * I unite myself

with the members of this pious Archconfra-

ternity, * which has been erected in honor of

our Mother of Perpetual Help. *

And as my special patron I choose the

glorious Saint Alphonsus, * that he may obtain

for me * a true and lasting devotion to the

ever Blessed Virgin, * who is honored by so

sweet a name. *

I promise, moreover, * to renew my con-

secration to the holy Mother of God and Saint

Alphonsus, * on the . . . day of the month or

on the Sunday following, * and also to receive

the Holy Sacraments. *

Mother of Perpetual Help, * receive me as

Thy servant, * and grant That I may experience

* Thy constant motherly assistance. * I pro-

mise to have recourse to Thee * in all my
spiritual and temporal necessities. * My holy

patron Saint Alphonsus, * obtain for me an

ardent love for Jesus Christ, * and constancy in

invoking the Mother of Perpetual Help. Amen. *



The Litany of tl

Lord, have mercy on us.

Christ, have mercy on us.

Lord, have mercy on us.

Christ, hear us.

Christ, graciously hear
us.

God, the Father of heav-
en.

Have mercy on us.

God the Son, Redeemer
of the world.

Have mercy on us.

God the Holy Ghost,
Have mercy on us.

Holy Trinity, One God,
Have mercy on us.

Holy Mary,
Pray for us.

Holy Mother of God,
Pray for us.

Holy Virgin of virgins.

Pray for us.

Mother of Christ,

Pray for us.

Mother of divine grace.
Pray for us.

Mother most pure.
Pray for us.

Mother most chaste.

Pray for us.

Mother Inviolate,

Pray for us.
Mother undefiled.

Pray for us.
Mother most amiable,
Pray for us.

Mother most admirable,
Pray for us.

J Blessed Virgin
Mother of good coimsel.

Pray for us.

Mother of our Creator,

Pray for us.

Mother of our Saviour,

Pray for us.

Virgin most prudent.

Pray for us.

Virgin most venerable.

Pray for us.

Virgin most renowned.
Pray for us.

Virgin most powerful.
Pray for us.

Virgin most merciful.

Pray for us.

Virgin most faithful.

Pray for us.

Mirror of justice.

Pray for us. >

Seat of wisdom.
Pray for us.

Cause of our joy.

Pray for us.

Spiritual vessel.

Pray for us.

Vessel of honor,

Pray for us.
Singular vessel of

devotion.

Pray for us.
Mystical rose.

Pray for us.

Tower of David,
Pray for us.

Tower of ivory.

Pray for us.

House of gold.

Pray for us.



A.rk of th© covGnQntf Oup^eu of Aoostles
Prcrv for us Prrrv for USX xvxy xv^x Ui3,

Grrtp f>f h©ctvftii Ouf*©n of IVTcrrtvrsvj^^ wxx vyx x'xvxxiyxo/

Prrrv for us Prrrv for usX x^y xvyx txo.

l\Ao'mi'nrr ctfrrr V^Uv7v?lX KJl. V^VyXlxOOOwX

Prcty for us. Pray for us.

Hfvilth of tliP" siclrXXOaXXlXX V/X iXXw 0XV^A>f Oiip^ri of VirrrinsLXv^s^XX V/X V XX^XXXOf

Proy for us. Pray for us.

Prrrv for us Prrrv for ns

Conifort©r of th© Ou^pn ponpeiv©d withoutUv«wXX V^VyXXV^wX V wVA TTXIXXV/IXI

r^TirriTirrl citi\JL AVJ xJLXUX oxxx,

Prrrv for usX xvty xv^x wiw. Prrrv for usX xvxy xwx uw.

Jj©lp of OhristicQiSf Queen assumed into

Prrrv for us hprrvpuXX^vX V wXX/

Oiip^Ti of AuopIsUw^XX \J1, XXXXU^X<3f Prrrv for us
Prctv for usX xvxy xv/x u«3. Queen of the most Holy

Ou©©ri of PcrtriorrclisU^wXX V^X X VXIX XVXX V^XXt7f Rosary,
Pray for us. Pray for us.

Queen of Prophets, Queen of Peace,
Pray for us. Pray for us.

Lamb of God, Who takest away the sins of the

world, spare us, O Lord.
Lamb of God, Who takest away the sins of the

world, graciously hear us, O Lord.

Lamb of God, Who takest away the sins of the

world, have mercy on us.

V. Pray for us, O holy Mother of God,
R. That we may be made worthy of the promises

of Christ.

Let us pray.

Grant us. Thy Servants, O Lord God, * to enjoy
perpetual health of soul and body; * and by the
glorious intercession of Blessed Mary ever Virgin
* to be delivered from present sadness, * and to

rejoice in everlasting gladness, * Through Christ

our Lord. Amen.

(7 years. Plenary, under the lisual conditions, if said once
a day for a month. S. Plen., Mar. 28. 1933.)
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